The George Sand-

Oh! no you are not of wood, dear good great heart! "Be-
loved old troubadour," would it not perhaps be opportune to
rehabilitate him at the Theatre Almanzor? I can see him with
his toque and his guitar and his apricot tunic howling at the
black-gowned students from the top of a rock. The talk would
be fine. Now, good night; I kiss you on both cheeks tenderly.

XLI.    To GUSTAVE FLAUBERT

Paris, 7 December, 1866

Something like a week ago someone came to my house in the
morning to ask me the address of the bootmaker, my maid did
not want to awaken me, and it was not until noon that I read
the letter; the bearer said he came from the Hotel Helder on
the rue Helder. I answered at once that Simonin lived at 15
rue Richelieu, I wrote to your mother thinking that it was she
who wrote to me. I see that she did not receive my note and I
don't understand about it, but it is not my fault.

Your old Troubadour is sick as a dog again today, but it
will not prevent him from going to Magny's this evening. He
could not die in better company; although he would prefer the
edge of a ditch in the spring.

Everything else goes well and I leave for Nohant on Satur-
day. I am trying hard to push the entomological work which
Maurice is publishing. It is very fine.

I am doing for him what I have never done for myself. I
am writing to the newspaper men.

I shall recommend Mademoiselle Bosquet to whom I can, but
that appeals to another public, and I don't stand in as well
with the literary men as I do with the scholars. But certainly
Marengo the Swallow must be done and the apricot troubadour
also. All that was of the Cadios of the revolution who began
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